In your work we feel the never-tiring youth, which is over-shadowing
everything done by the younger generation, in respect to inspiration and
courage.
You certainly know how precarious the situation in Switzerland is.
We are trying very hard to keep independence.
I would like to forward pictures of my works to get a severe critic from
you! I hear of your big exhibition in New York and regret very much not
to be able to see it. It is about time to have an exhibition like that in
Switzerland!
Sylva and the three children are very well, we are for a few days in the
winter sports to do ski-ing. Lorenz is almost my size and wants to be an
architect. He will be through school in a few years and I should like him
to be some day apprentice to you.
Very many thanks and sincere wishes for 1941 to Mrs. Wright and you
from all the Mosers, especially from your Werner.
LULU BETT
Zona (Gale) once told me, 'I think the wisest thing you have ever done
is to stay in the country.'
I pondered this. She might have meant so many things.
While Sylva, Dione, and Nobu were all the wives I had at Taliesin, I
occasionally drove up the river to Portage with one or another of them to
see Zona—in spite of the columnar village-palazzo she lived in. The old-
colonial box (of course, she didn't build it) stood baldly and emptily for-
ward on the street leaving a great lawn to the rear—a few nice trees on it
—running to the Wisconsin River bank—the same sand-barred river that
flows below the windows of Taliesin. My people all knew Zona. My
Mother and my Aunts much admired her. While in Japan I read Lidu
Bett. Straightway I made up my mind to know Zona Gale better when I
got home; if not, to know the reason why. I had met her at Taliesin with
Charlotte Perkins Gilman.
We used to come in to the house with our arms full of wild flowers
gathered on the way up the river. Once or twice we were compelled to
throw them all out on account of the violent reactions, none too kindly, of
old Father Gale. Hay fever.
Sometimes I used to take Nobu and KameM along in costume (Japanese
umbrella too, you know) and pose them on the lawn by the river—making
pictures for Zona. Zona and her friend (it might be the Lulu who wrote
the play Sun-up or some other literary celebrity—they were always around)
would get a little supper together for us.
Of course, I hated her environment as utterly unworthy of her, (she
was an exquisite thing, Wisconsin's Zona Gale). I hadn't met Olgivanna
and I thought Taliesin would be a much more appropriate place for the
author of Lulu Bett. But I had been spoiled, or something. Perhaps I had
always expected the women to make love to me. I just didn't know how to
make love to Zona Gale.
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